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QHeeWhn would (he haue ? 

Gent. She fpeaks much of her Father, fayesflie heares>. 

There’s tricks i’th world, and hems,and beats her heart* 

Spumes enuioufly at ftrawcs,fpeaks things in doubt 
That carry but halfe fence, her fpeeeh is nothing, 

Yet the vnlhaped vfe of it doth moue 
The hearers to colleilion,they yawne a t it. 

And botch the words vp fit to their owne thoughts , 

Which as winks and nods, and geftures yeeld them. 

Indeed would make one thinke there might be thought 
Though nothing fute^rctmuch vubappily; 

Hora.Twerc good flic were fpoken with, for {he may ftrew 
Dangerous coaiedures in ill-brecdingmindes, 

Let her come in. 

Enter Ophelia. 

Quee. ‘To my fickefoule, as fins true nature is, 

‘Each toy feemes prologue to fome great amiflc, 

‘So full of artlefle iealoufie is guilty 
‘It fpills it felfe 3 in fearing to be fpilt. 

Oph. Where is the beauteous Maiefty of Denmark^ 

Quee. How now Ophelia, [heftngu 

Opbe. How fhould I your true loue know from andtherone*.. 
By his cockle hat and ftaffc,and his Sendall fhoonc. 
^w.Alaflefweet Lady, what imports this fong ? 

Oph. Say you, nay pray you marke, 

He is dead and gone Lady, he is dead and gone, Seap 
At his head a graffe greent turph, at his hecics a ItOfle* 

Oho.- 

Quee. Nay. but Ophelia. „ 

Opt, Pray you marke. White his flirowd as the mountain inow ; 
Enter King. 

Quee. AlafTc lookc here my Lord. 

(Me.Larded all with fweete flowers, 

Which beweept to the ground did not go oeng. 

With true loue fhovvers. 

King. How doyoupretty Lady ? 

Oph. Well good dildyou, they fay the Ovyle. was a Bakers 
daughter. Lord we, know what we are, but know not what wee 
may be ; Gpd be at your table? King 






e^r tsy&c* 


Prince of Denmark^ 

King. Conceit vpon her Father. 

Ophe. Pray lets iuue no words of this, but when they ask you 
what it meane*,fay you this. 

To morrow is ^.Valentines day. Song. 

All in the morning betime, 

And Iamayd at your window 
To be your Valentine. 

Then vp he rofe,and dond his clofc.and dupt the chamber door®, 
Let in the.maide, that out a maide,neuer departed more. 

King, pretty Ophelia. 

OpA.Indeed without an oath Pie make an end onr, 

By gis and by Saint charity, 
alack and fie for fhame. 

Young men willdoort if they come too*r, 
by Cock they are to blame. 

Qpoth ftie, before you tumbled m?,youpromifd me to wed 
(Heanfwers)So fhouldla done by yonderfun 
And thou hadllnot come to my bed. 

King. How long hath Ihe beetle thus ? 

Oph. I hope all will be well, we muft be patient, but I cannot 
chuie but weep tothink they would lay him i’th cold ground, my. 
brother Stall know ofit,& fo I thank you for your good counfe! 
Come my Coach, God night Ladics,God night; 

Sweet Ladies God night, God night. 

King. Follow her clofc,giue her good watch I pray you 
O this is the poifon of deep griefe, it fprings allfrom her Fathers 
death, and now behold, O Gertrard, Gertrard, 

When forrowes come, they come not Angle fpies, 

Butin battalians : firfl her Father flaine, * 

Next, your fonne gone, and he moft violent Author ’ 

Of his owne iuftremoue,thepeople muddied 1 

Thick and ynwholfome in thoughts.and whifpers 
For goo&Polowus death:& we haue done but greenly 
In hugger mugger to inter him:poore Ophelia 
Diuided from her fclfe,and herfaire iudgemenr, 

Without the which we are pi&ures, or nuere beafls. 

Laft.and as much containing as all thefe. 

Her brother is in fecret come from France, . ■ j£ 

Feeds on this wonder, keeps himfdfe in clouds, 

K a ' 










